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FOREWORD 

As  you  begin  your  peru  al  of  Free  Spirits  9 
you  will  discover  several  types  of  literary  and 
artistic  compositions,   a  wide  range  of  subjects 
and  themes,   and  va^ing  degrees  in  sophistication 
of  expression. 

This, the  1981  edition  of  Free  Spirits,  is  the 
work  of  heart  and  hands.  A  lot  of  hard  work  and 
sincere  dedication  went  into  its  production.  Many 
people  have  made  contributions  to  its  success.   There 
are  ,  of  course,   the  artists  whose  names  appear 
along  with  a  particular  text.   To  them,   the  Guild 
is  grateful.   The  guild  must  also  extend  its  deep 
appreciation  to  the  typist,  to  the  students  and  faculty 
who  pasted  the  dummy  copy,  to  those  who  stapled 
the  materials  together,  and  to  all  who  made  any 
contribution  however  small. 

So  with  your  critical,   but  sensitive,  eye  sit 
back  and  b  ^gin  a  journey  which  will  bring  some  pleasure 
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AT  FIRST  GLANCE 

Life  is  the  majestic  mountain  top 
The  dusty  valley  below 

The  secret  place 

The  cramped  space 

The  muff led  cry 

The  silent  sigh 

The  open  hand 

The  hidden  clan 

The  tidal  wave  at  its  peak 

The  April  day  which  is  bleak 

The  dim  view 

The  empty  pew 

The  upward  road 

The  heavy  load 

The  faked  smile 

The  natural  style 

The  final  decision 

The  good  religion 

Life  is  the  foul-fair, 

rough- smooth,  intricate-plain. 

Life  is  everything. 


—Delores  C.  Stanford 


IMAGES 

I  heard  the  voices  of  the  children 

playing  their  gc  2S 

mimic ing  their  mothers  and  fathers. 
I  saw  the  actions  of  the  children 

being  super  men  and  wonder  women. 
I  sensed  in  the  imitations  of  the  children 

the  songs  and  dances  of  the  enemy. 
I  felt  the  heartbeat  of  the  children 

pulsating  to  the  rhythm  of  the  enemy. 
I  saw  the  race  of  the  children 

marked  to  the  time  of  the  enemy. 
I  heard  the  lessons  of  the  children 

taught  in  the  tongue  of  the  enemy. 
I  saw  the  reflections  of  the  children 

mirrored  back  to  me 

in  the  face  of  the  enemy. 

— Delores  C.  Stanford 
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There  is  a  song  in  me 

I  want  to  sing. 

There  is  a  poem  in  me 

I  want  to  say. 

There  is  a  lesson  in  me 

I  want  to  teach. 

There  is  a  sermon  in  me 

I  want  to  preach . 

There  is  a  dance  in  me 

I  want  to  do. 

There  is  a  voice  in  me 

I  want  to  hear. 

There  is  a  place  in  me 

I  want  to  go. 

There  is  a  person  in  me 

I  want  to  know. 

I  want  to  be  free. 
I  want  to  be  me. 


— Delores  C.  Stanford 


THE  STUDENT'S  MOTTO 

I  didn't  "learn  anything  today, 

The  teacher  put  the  obstacle  ^,*  my   way. 

I  don't  do  anything  in  school, 

The  teacher  wants  to  stick  to  the  golden  rule 

I  don't  bring  any  tools  to  class, 

That  to  me  seems  an  insurmountable  task. 

I  don't  know  anything  to  write, 
All  the  subjects  seem  to  trite. 

I  don't  want  any  books  to  read, 
They're  all  about  boring  deeds. 

I  don't  use  any  of  my  skills, 
To  get  my  work,  1  make  my  deals. 

— Delores  C.  Stanford 
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THE  IMPOSTER 

I  stole  the  prophet's  song. 
I  swiped  the  prophet's  poem. 
I  clipped  the  prophet's  tongue. 
1  took  the  prophet's  hand. 
I  lifted  the  prophet's  eyes. 
I  pulled  the  prophet's  ears. 
1  pinched  the  prophet's  lips. 
-I  snatched  the  prophet's  arms. 
I  am  the  prophet, 
But  the  prophecy  won't  come. 

— Delores  C .  Stanford 
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LOVE  ME  IF  YOU  CAN 

Love  me  if  you  care . 

Hate  me  if  you  dare. 

Bore  me  if  you  should. 

Just  don't  tell  me  you're  misunderstood 

Trust  me  if  you  can. 
Suspect  me  if  you  feign. 
Accuse  me  if  you  fight. 
But  don't  say  that  it's  right. 

--Delores  C.  Stanford 


12 


Time  to  Think 

I  speak  of  time  to  think,  but 
upon  what  shall  I  speak,  I 
speak  upon  the  problem  and  the 
answer  we  seek. 

You  said  you  would  like  to  be 

with  me,  and  be  one  with  friends, 

This  I  respect  because  it  will 

not  bring  our  love  to  its  ends. 

But!  To  not  say  what  is  wrong 

will  help  no  more.  Because  I  will  not 

know,  we  will  be  as  before. 

When  I  am  with  you.  I  am 
in  a  dream  no  one  else  can  exist. 
To  have  you  all  to  myself  and 
lose  your  love  I  will  not  risk; 
It  is  said  that  when  you  are 
with  many  it  is  best  to  share.  I 
do  this  for  you  because  I  care. 


Marie  Blue 
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Love,  and  Duty 

My  days  were  useless  and -falling  apart 
Till  one  summer  he  came  along. 
He  stole  his  way  into  my  heart, 
And  filled  my  days  with  song 

We'd  listen  to  songs  of  love 
And  he'd  whisper  in  my  ear 
1  thank  the  mighty  one  above  for 
you  my  beautiful  dear 

Never  a  girl  was  $s  happy  as  me 
We  laughed,  wp  talked,  we  kissed, 
Those  days  were  very  special  to  me 
Oh,  those  are  the  ones  I  miss. 

Tfwas  duty  that  called  him  far  away; 
Tfwas  that  ole  Red,  White ,  &  Blue 
"My  love,  "he  said,"  1  will  uot  stay. 
But  soon  return  to  marry  you" . 

I  pleaded,  I  begged,  I  even  wept, 
"Please  darling  do  not  go." 
"Cause  his  days  and  mine,  I  felt. 
We've  filled  with  external  use. 

Not  one  letter,  but  three  I  got 
from  him  my  dear  sweet  dear. 
The  fourth  one  from  him  was  not; 
My  heart  was  filled  with  fear. 

I  opened  the  letter  with  great  disdain 

I  knew  it  was  of  death. 

1  reqd  of  how  my  love  was  slain 

Was  grief  I  only  felt. 
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Spring  Time 

To  a  spring  flower 
Who  brings  good  cheer 
Spring  is,,  the  brightest 
Time  of  the  year 
The  rain  is  falling 
The  flowers  are  blooming 
Spring  is  a  time  when 
Our  minds  start  zooming 


Robert  Black 
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BEING  BLACK 


Come  here,  black  brother 
Shake  my  hand: 
Come  here,  black  brother 
Be  a  man. 

Don't  just  sit  around 

and  pout 
Where  is  your  head? 
It's  time  to  move  out. 

Come  here,  black  brother 
Let's  get  acquainted, 
Say  you  thought  I  was  with 
The  white  man  and  fainted. 

No!  No!  black  brother 
Don't  be  afraid; 
Our  mothers  and  sisters 
Are  no  longer  maids. 

Come  here,  black  brother 
What's  wrong  with  you? 
You  are  sad  'cause  you 
Only  have  one  shoe. 

Come  here,  black  brother 
We  are  now  free* 
I  can  help  you 
You  can  help  me. 


--Robert  Black 
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To  See  You 


To  see  you 
is  to  see  the  rain, 
I'LL  fall  for  you 
and  feel  your  pain. 

Drifting  like  the  fragances 
of  an  early  rose, 
You  bring  out  the 
joy  in  me,  and 
it  shows. 


-Robert  Black 


19 


Shattered  Dreams 


As  I  live  from 

Day  to  day 

I  sometimes  wonder 

About  the  things  1  say. 

As  I  approach  the 
Old  and  new 
I  sdmetimes  wonder 
About  the  things  1  do. 

I  see  visions  of  happiness 
I  have  visions  of  pain 
Is  it  sunshine, 
Or  is  it  rain? 

My  mind  is  trapped 

Like  a  prisoner  in  a  cell, 

Like  a  picture  in  a  frame 

I  m  lost  between  a  heaven  and  a  hell 


-Robert  Black 
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Thomas  Eloby 
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I  WANT  YOU 


Wanting  to  love  you 
Or 

Wanting  the  sun 
the  closer  I  get  to  you 
the  more  1  burn 
You1  re  like  a  ball 
of  fire 
in  distress 
but  I'll  cover  you 
'til  your  love, 
I  caress. 


--Robert  Black 
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FREE  YOUR  THOUGHTS 

Understand  that  you're  alone 

We're  not  together  cause  we 

Fail  to  see 

The  point  of  distinction 

Will  make  us  free. 

Now  is  the  time 

To  free  your  thoughts; 

It's  time  to  show 

We  can't  be  bought 


--Robert  Black 
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MISSING  YOU 

I  miss  you  like  the 
flowers  miss  the  rain, 
Without  you  my  heart 
will  not  blooii. 
I'd  be  so  happy 
If  you  walked  into 
this  room 
I  miss  you. 

--Robert  Black 
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TOMORROW 


Hurry  tomorrow,  So  I  can  see 

What  I  have  done  today 

Will  I  still  be  me? 

Hurry  tomorrow,  I  need  to  know 

Where  shall  I  go? 

Hurry  tomorrow,  good  bye  today 

For,  tomorrow  I  shall  be 

On  my  way. 

--Robert  Black 





TO  A  BLACK  SISTER 


You  are  such  a  pretty  lady 

What's  your  name? 

It  doesn't  matter 

I  like  you  just  the  same* 

What  can  I  say 

To  make  you  smile? 

Maybe  we  can  get  together 

For  a  little  while? 

I  like  your  hair 

But  I  love  your  eyes 

I  like  everything  about  you 

How's  that  for  size. 

Give  me  a  minute 
We  shall  see, 
I  '11  want  you 
You'll  want  me. 

So  whatta  you  say 
Let's  give  it  a  try 
We  can  have  each 
Other,  or  the  lie. 


--Robert  Black 


26 


I  Wish  Someday 

I  wish  someday  that  war  ends 

And  all  the  countries  and  nations  of 

the  world  become  friends 
Try  reasoning  not  force  to  get  things  done 
Then  there  d  be  no  one  crying  because 

war  took  away  their  loved  ones. 
I  wish  someday  there' d  be  no  more 

robbing  and  stealing 
and  that  would  be  the  end  to  people  fighting 

and  killing 
I  wish  someday  that  the  world  be 

rid  of  hate  and  disease 
And  that    the  world  know  no  hunger  or  need 
I  wish  someday  that  peace  echoes  throughout 

the  land 
And  all  the  people  of  the  world  live  in 

harmony  with  their  fellow  man 
I  wish,  too,  that  the  lakes,  rivers,  and 

streams  be  clean  and  free 
I  wish  someday  that  the  problems  of  the  world 
no  loner  be 


--Mary  Mays 
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THERE'S  NOTHING  THERE 


There  are  times  things  never  go  right, 

Sere  are  days  you  wonder  if  there's  only  night 

Why  is  everything  going  all  wrong. 

Why  is  a  mature  person  drifting  on? 

Please  explain  why  I  have  to  suffer, 

I  was  born  just  like  the  others. 

Created  equal,  I'm  supposed  to  be 

I'm  worst  than  a  blind  man  who  can  t  see. 

Lord,  show  me  the  way  to  success. 

With  your  power,  I'll  always  be  blessed. 

Give  me  the  joy  that's  meant  for  me, 

As  you  can  give  a  blind-man  eyes  to  see 

I  think  things  are  never  going  to  be  right. 

I  still  wonder  if  days  are  going  to  nights. 

Hard  times  are  here,  I  fear, 

I  shall  be  sad,  there's  nothing  near. 

I  feel  so  bad  think-ing  like  this, 

But  my  whole  life  is  just  a  swish. 

Ha,  Ha,  I  laugh  a  little  while, 

Next  thing  you  know  there's  no  smile. 

I  feel  so  hurt,  deep  inside, 

There's  not  enough  love  to  surviae. 


—Kenny  Edwards 
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WE  ARE  SPECIAL  PEOPLE 


We  have—spoke  about  our  race,  clearly,  out  loud, 

We  are  immigrants  who  fought  to  be  free  and  proud. 

We  have  tried  so  hard  to  make  it  to  the  top, 

Some  succeed  and  some  drop. 

The  lord  has  brought  us  to  a  promised  land, 

In  this  land,  we  are  counted  as  man. 

We  walk  a  straight  line,  and  stand  very  tall, 

Our  race  of  people  is  the  best  of  all 

We  have  a  dark  arid  bright  African  color, 

We  are  one  family  of  sisters  and  brothers. 

We  are  known  for  our  pride  and  dignity. 

We  are  a  unique  group  of  people,  we  move  strongly  on 

We  are  black,  we  are  loved  from  good  spirits  above, 

We  are  black,  we  are  loved  from  good  spirits  above. 


--Kenny  Edwards 
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These  are  the  things  that  are  special  to  me 

Here  is  a  special  dream 

That  warms  my  thoughts  of  love 

Let  me  inside  your  world 

Let  me  share  your  vision  of  love 

Let  my  heart  be  your  eyes 

Here  is  a  special  dream 

That  I  will  give  to  you 

Take  it  and  hold  it  tight 

Here's  what  this  dream  will  do 

It  can  lighter  your  darkest  hours 

Make  your  fantancies  become  real 

We  are  the  dreamers  of  our  dreams 

We  decide  what  is  real 

We  are  tha  dreamers  of  our  dreams 

Our  life  is  what  we  make  real 

Through  visibns  of  love. 


--John  A.  Daily 
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I  REMEMBER 


I  remember  as  I  glance  at  the  beautiful  Christmas  tree, 
1  remember  the  burdens  my  people  had  to  carry  before  they 
were  set  free. 

I  remember  the  whippings,  the  beatings,  and  the  burning  cross, 
I  remember  the  white  man  calling  themselves  our  boss. 

I  remember  the  shabby  house  and  bread  instead  of  meat 

I  remember  owning  one  pair  of  shoes  that  didn't  fit  my  feet. 


I  remember  laboring  from  day  to  day, 
1  remember  receiving  only  ten  cents  pay 


I  remember  we  blacks  have  come  a  long  way, 
I  remember  to  thank  the  lord  when  1  pray. 


--Rita  Sue  Rush 
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Sometimes  I  Wonder 


Sometimes  I  wonder  why  life  was  meant 

to  be  this  way 

So  much  hearthache  and  pain  each  day 

Sometimes  I  wonder  was  this  the  reason 

I  was  born 

To  have  my  mind  and  heart  torn 

I  didn't  deserve  someone  like  you  it 
just  wasn't  meant  to  be 
Sometimes  I  wonder  why  1  love  you  so 
knowing  some  day  I'll  have  to  let  you  go 

It  hurts  so  bad  not  being  with  you 

Maybe  that's  why  my  life  is  so  blue 

You1  e  given  me  more  than  anyone  could  give 

I  guess  that's  the  only  reason  I  wanted  to  live 

But  you've  left  me  with  many  doubts 
And  I've  spent  many  days  and  nights, 
crying  my  heart  out 

Even  though  you've  never  heard  me  say 

"I  love  you", 

Believe  me,  deep  in  my  heart  it's  very  true. 


-Rita  Rush 
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Yes  I'm  Cool 


I  drink 
I  smoke 
I  pop 
I  blow  dope 

I'm  cool  in  the  groove  as  I  ever 
want  to  be. 

No  one  can  have  a  party  without 
inviting  me. 

I  dance 

I  prance 

I  reel 

I  steal 

I  always  give  ladies  a  big 

thrill. 

I  get  drunk 
Dance  to  the  funk 
Stay  out  all  night, 
Always  in  a  fight. 

But  one  thing  for  certain  that 
I  don't  do,  1  don't  go  to  school 
like  any  old  fool. 

I 'm  going  to  heaven 

I've  gone  to  hell 

Satan  sent  me  and  my  friends  to  jail 

Thay  tell  me  life's  a  book 
That  we  live  a  page  a  day 
But  me?  I  live  one  sentence 
I  like  it  that  way. 


--Bwayne  Nelson 
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Cracked  Things 


I've  always  loathed  cracked  things--oh,  and 
chipped  ones,  too--and  things  with  coarse 
holes  in  them. 

Somehow  they  always  gape  or  grin  spitefully 
just  to  sport  themselves. 

Deceitful,  sinister—that '  s  what  cracked 
things  are.   They  won't  be  denied  their 
place  in  your  embarassments.   They  just 
have  to  be  seen,  like  Harlem  rats  and  'roaches 
that  boldly  greet  company  as  if  to  say,  "Hi, 
here  I  am,"  in  the  middle  of  your  finest  smile. 

The  other  day  while  I  was  on  an  ego  roll  I  passed 
an  evil  lighted  mirror  and,  looking  into  it,  I 
saw  a  stranger's  cracked  face  with  coarse  holes 
in  it.  With  the  wisdom  of  a  magistrate  I  delibe- 
rated for  an  entire  two- tenths  of  a  second  whether 
to  crack  the  mirror.   But,  remembering  how  much  I 
hate  cracked  things,  things  with  cracks  and  coarse 
holes,  I  forbore. 

I'll  probably  always  have  to  make  deep  decisions  in 
the  face  of  cracked  things. 


-Faleena  X 
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Mv  Poetic  Soul 


Poetry  is  my  soul  and  the  limbs 
of  my  body  are  poetic  prose. 

When  my  mind  signifies  it  is  the 
time  to  write  down  these  endowing 
lines,  my  heart  beats  with  a  ryth- 
matic  system  of  the  happenings  in  my 
life  as  my  hands  translate  the  pumps 
of  joy  which  inspires  me  to  write. 

My  eyes  keenly  x-ray  the  verses 
written  in  poetic  prose  and  in  depth 
it  visualizes  the  words,  so  that  my 
thoughts  aglow. 

With  my  mouth  I  speak  these  words 
in  my  own  poetic  tongue  and  I  listen 
with  my  golden  ears  to  the  acclamation 
1 '  ve  won . 


—Sonya  Johnson 
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"Don'f  accepf  if.'  Don't  accept  it!" 
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In  the  drawing,  I  e  cartoonist  is      ing  that  marriage 
: on tract  that  an  .fives  the  female  domestically. 
The  central  figu  a  in  tie  picture  is  a  housewife  whose 
Ls  apparently  01   of  routine  drudgery,  Evan  her  hair, 
clothes,  and  srrroun  Lngs  are  evidence  of  her  osten&ibl  e 
agony . 

In  addition,  t)  :  picture  includes  four  email  children 
s*hoia  sue  ignores  be  iuss  she  is  performing  the  household 

>re  of  cashing- .  di  hes.  Even  though  the  youngest  of  her 
children  is  crying  istressfully,  she  ignores  him  also. 

surroundii  ;s  cxe   in  complete  sbainhies.   The  dishe 
re  no:  washed;  the  toys  are  scattered  on  the  floor;  the 
iothas  are  being  I  ng  in  the  roo!ii  to  dry.  This  else  con- 
rihutes  to  her  epa  hy. 

>Jh^  TV  is  tune  ,  in  oa  a  soap  opera  in  which  a  handsoi  ; 
oung  man  iu  asking  a  lovely  young  lady  to  be  his  bride, 
riqwing  the  hell  thht  a  marriage  brings  to  the  female,  the 
ousewif-2  yells,  "Don't  accept  it!   Don't  accept  it 5" 

Just  as  the  cartoonist  is  showing  the  disadvantages 
hat  marriage  has  for  women,  he  is,  on  the  other  hand, 
uggesting  that  men  find  marriage  quite  beneficial.   This 
s  evident  in  the  man's  sinister  look  as  he  asks  the  lady 
o  marry  him. 


--Edwin  Fox 
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THAT  SPECIAL  MOMENT 

I'll  relive  one  moment  of  my  short  life  through  infinity: 
remember  that  moment  you  asked  me  to  be  your  wife.  When 
I  feel  it  was  life's  little  pressures,  the  headaches,  the 
pains,  I'll  think  of  you  and  the  moment  love's  sweet  vi- 
brations coursed  throughout  my  veins.   Your  kiss  was  so 
very  tender  as  you  held  me  so  very  tight.   It  was  in  that 
blessed  moment  that  I  was  sure  what  we  had  was  right.  Wor 
were  not  necessary  to  answer  your  request.   It  was  written 
in  my  love-filled  eyes  as  I  promised  to  always  give  you  my 
best.   As  you  held  me  close  to  your  heart,  I  thought  that 
I  could  never  love  you  more.   I've  found,  though,  as  time 
has  passed,  that  my  love  is  much  stronger  than  before.  My 
love  for  you  will  never  lessen,  although  it  may  not  always 
be  sublime.  When  the  living  and  loving  get  Mind  of  hard, 
I'll  just  relive  that  precious  moment  when  we  suspended  t| 


-Augusta  Dancer 
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Life  Is 


Life  is  a  bowl  of  cherries 

I've  heard  it  said  before 

I  can't  say  that  I  like  the  fruit, 

Oh,  but,  life  I  just  adore. 

Life  is  what  you  make  it, 

So  many  people  may  say. 

I  agree  with  them  completely 

Because  life  is  not  built  in  just  one  day 

Life  is  meant  for  living- 
Giving  of  yourself  so  that  you  may  gain 
Without  this  important  factor 
Life  can  be  nothing  but  pain. 

Life  is  full  of  sorrow 
Sometimes  living  can  get  hard  to  bear 
Life  is  also  joy,  pleasure,  and  delight. 
Which  are  more  plentiful  when  you  share. 

Life  should  be  lived  to  the  fullest 
I  was  told  some  time  ago. 
And  in  learning,  in  loving,  in  living 
Your  life  will  steadily  grow. 


--Augusta  Dancer 
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Manfs  Best  Friend 


He  has  a  coat  a  glo  with  sheen 

He  stands  small  but  strong  and  lean 

He  s  s  smart  and  never  mean 

He  see  things  that  I  can't  see 
He  hears  things  unheard  to  me 
Wherever  I  go  he  follows  joyfully. 


Phillip  Walls 


40 


Broke  On  Pay  Day 


My  taxes  went  up,  and  so  did  the  rent 

My  wife  wants  a  dress  and  I  don't  have  a  cen 

The  car  is  broken  and  cut  of  gas 

The  little  bit  of  food  is  sure  not  to  last 

Paid  all  my  bills?  Oh  yea,  by  the  way 

Just  got  paid  and  I  am  broke  today. 


--Phillip  Walls 
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Love  Is 


Love  is  something  that  we  all  need 

A  song,  a  tear  of  laughter 

A  sweet  moment  that  leaves  us  pleased 

And  jubilant  the  morning  after 

Love  can  be  a  very  good  deed 

To  me  it  really  matters 

Love  is  the  voice  I  will  heed 

I  found  love  when  I  met  her 

The  love  in  my  heart  is  like  a  seed 

That  grows  and  grows  for  the  better 


--Phillip  Walls 
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Still  Strong 


We  have  been  abused  and  used,  but  we  are  still  strong. 

We  are  made  to  go  hungry,  but  we  are  still  strong. 

We  have  seen  ycu  take  our  men,  but  we  are  still  strong 

We  have  seen  you  take  our  jobs,  but  we  are  still  strori] 

We  have  seen  our  children  killed,  but  we  won't  die: 
We  are  strong. 


r 


--Joyce  Ann  Bell 
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The  Child  In  Atlanta 

The  child 

small 

young 

innocent 

captured 

crying 

dying ! 


—Joyce  Ann  Bell 
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Once  Upon  A  Time 


Once  upon  a  time  I  f*.lt  I  could  cry 
There  was  a  time  I  wished  to  die 
There  was  a  time  I  felt  really  sad 
When  I  thought  life  was  really  bad. 
Once  upon  a  time  I  was  all  alone 
My  reasons  for  survival  were  gone 
I  felt  I  had  nothing  to  live  for 
That  my  life  was  one  big  bore. 
"Why11,  I  asked  am  I  treated  this  way? 
My  life  is  miser}'  day  after  day. 
The  answer  is  oni  I'll  never  know, 
And  1  wonder  why  this  is  so. 
Then  one  day  I  found  a  love  so  true, 
Arid  that  rny   dear  happened  to  be  you. 


--Rita  Rush 
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The  Reincarnation 


If  I  were  a  rich  man 

A  man  who  nothing  lacked 

My  father  could  rest  in  leisure 

And  discontinue  breaking  his  back 

He  would  not  have  to  work 

Because  of  my  wealth 

This  would  give  his  weak  heart  a  rest 

And  better  his  health 

This  would  slow  down  his  pace 

And  slow  down  his  life's  speed 

Then  he  would  be  pleased 

To  see  his  children  succeed 

As  he  watches  as  they  grow 

To  become  woman  and  man 

We'll  be  carrying  his  name 

As  the  good  Lord  planned 

Then  when  he  thinks 

That  his  life  is  at  its  end 

He* 11  see  he  yet  lives  m 

In  his  siblings,  his  kin, 

For  to  see  us  succeed 

Is  one  of  his  greatest  expectations 

He  will  not  die  he  '11  be  reminded 

For  his  dhildren  are  his  reincarnation 


— Yulandas  A.  Riddle 
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The  End  of  the  Earth 

The  wind  blew  steady  and  strong 

As  Gabriel  blew  his  Maddened  tune 

The  souls  of  the  righteous  rose  on  and  on 

But  the  souls  of  the  damned  met  their  doom. 

The  howls  and  shrieks  were  oh  so  crude 
As  Satan  laughed  out  in  gratitude 
The  sinners  were  in  a  saddened  mood 
While  strong  and  swift  Gabriel  blew. 

The  expression  of  God  was  not  forgiving 
He  punished  the  sinners  for  doing  the  forbidden 
God  remained  placid  though  his  wrath  was  strong 
His  authority  hurt  him  for  we  are  still  his 
children. 

The  wind  blew  steady  and  strong 

As  Gabriel  blew  his  horn  again 

God  made  his  pronouncements  loud  and  clear 

We  who  fail  shall  inherit  his  wrath. 

— Yulandas  A  Riddle 
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THE  GRASS  IS  GROWING 

The  fish  are  dying. 
The  birds  are  crying. 
The  deer  are  signing. 
But  the  grass  is  growing. 

The  sheep  are  bleating. 
The  lady  bugs  are  fleeting. 
The  pests  are  eating. 
And  the  grass  is  growing. 

The  trees  are  kneeling. 
The  vines  are  keeling. 
The  bells  are  pealing. 
Yet  the  grass  is  growing. 

The  wheels  of  the  reapers  are  turning. 
Tha  sprays  on  the  plants  are  burning. 
71  »  hearts  of  the  people  are  yearning, 
li-e  crops  need  hoeing  for  the  grass  iu  grc. 

--Delores  C.  Stanford 


TRY  A  SMILE 


Why  walk  around  looking  so  sad, 
alone,  bored,  or  just  plain 
old  mad 

try  a  smile 
Why  greet  people  with  such  an 
unhappy  face 

try  a  smile 

everything  will  fall  in 

place 
Why  go  somewhere  looking  as  though 
you  don't  care 

try  a  smile 
Why  walk  around  worrying  about 
what  people  say,  ignore  them, 

try  a  smile 

and  everything  will  be  O.K. 
Why  worry  about  life's  tips  and 
downs,  live  and  let  live  then 

try  a  smile 
Why  try  to  live  without  a  smile 
hey,  if  life  problems  are  getting 
you  down,  I  say  to  you-- 

just  try  a  smile 


Sonya  Johnson 
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ME 


I  try  to  project  the  image  you  want 
to  see,  but  that  image  just  isn't  me, 

I  can't  be  what  you  want  me  to  be, 

I  can  only  be  me, 
I  fulfill  my  potentials  to  the  high- 
est so  you  can  see  I  can  only  be  me 
and  that's  the  only  person  I  want  to  be, 

I  try  to  do  what  you  want  me  to  do, 

but  I  can't  wear  two  left  shoes, 
Freedom  is  what  I  need,  understanding 
I  plead,  but  love  and  affection  I  have 
received,  I  must  let  you  know  that  I 
am  thankful  for  all  that  you  have  done 
for  me,  but  the  fact  remains  that  I  am 
still  the  same,  and  my  feelings  for 
you  shall  never  change. 


—Sonya  Johnson 
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SO 


REMEMBER 


Remember  when  I  saw  ypu  first, 

inside  of  me  my  heart  burst, 

Remember  when  you  called  me  on  the  phone, 

I  caught  a  chill  in  every  bone. 

Remember  when  we  took  a  walk, 

Remember  having  those  sweet  little  talks, 

Remember  when  you  held  me  near, 

to  be  with  you  I  felt  no  fear, 

Remember  me  and  remember  you, 

Remember  all  the  things  we  used  to  do. 


--Sony a  Johnson 
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Halloween  Is 

Halloween  is  thought  of  as  the  black 

Time  of  the  year 

With  creepy,  crawling,  ugly  scary 

Creatures  in  the  atmosphere 

So  if  you  were  to  saunter  by  and  see 

A  witch  in  the  misty  sky 

Bon ' t  scream  don ' t  shout  don f  t  run 

Halloween 
ONLY 
LASTS 
A 
DAY 


Tar a  Rhymes 
Age  12 
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My  Wonderful  Parents 


Children  love  their  parents 
In  their  own  special  way 
And  I'm  proud  to  love  you  both 
Each  and  every  day. 

You  work  so  hard 
Sometimes  you  can't  rest, 
The  main  reason  I'm  proud 
You  are  the  very  best. 

You  yell  sometimes  only  to  show 
That  you  care, 
Not  loving  us  is  something 
We  all  couldn't  bare 

A  great  woman  who  is 
Like  no  other, 
And  that  wonderful  person 
Is  my  mother. 

A  wonderful  man  who 
Would  give  if  he  had 
That  wonderful  man 
Is  my  dad. 

Two  great  people  in  our  house 

And  they  are  the  host 

The  two  wonderful  people  are  my  parents 

That  I  love  the  most. 


-Marie  Blue 
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Blithe  spring  with  gentle  fingers 
lifted  her  snowy  shroud  and 
peered  at  winter's  gray  vestiges. 

Then,  neither  loath  nor  languid, 
she  rolled  back  her  bleak  cover- 
let  and  revealed  the  bright  colors 
of  her  variegated  paradise. 
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TOGETHERNESS 


Two  or  more  people 

of  the  same  or  different  race 

getting  to  know  each  other 

at  a  set  or  unset  pace, 

not  being  afraid 

to  speak  or  be  friends 

just  because  of  the  color  of  the  skin 

Hearing  and  seeing  each  other  out 

trying  to  reason  beyond  the  doubt, 

Now  here  is  what  we  need  to  do, 

not  just  me  but  you  too, 

everybody  get  together 

and  use  some  sense 

lets  show  the  world  a  sample  of 

TOGETHER! 


-Sonya  Johnson 
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Love 

Who  has  seen  love  pass  by? 

The  feeling  that  makes  you  tremble. 

It's  the  feel  of  November. 

That's  when  love  has  passed  through. 

Who  has  seen  love  pass  by? 

Neither  I  nor  you, 

But  when  you  bow  down  your  heart, 

The  feeling  has  passed  through. 

--Sylvia  Williams 
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SUIBTXITM    BTATiCS" 


•  • n3A3Hoa  moo  w.i  mom  H&aHaKra 

'aaAaM  hoa  aAvai  a.,i  aivs  i  xaonoa 
•xsva  si  mow  xvhx  aAoi  shx  xaraoa 

'XSV3  OS  XM3M  XVHX  3WIX  3HX  xsonoa 

'XHOINOX  WIH  HUM  W.I  MOM  Ti39W3W3H 

'XHiDIX  QOA  013H  I  AVM  3HX  X30U03 

*MIHD  AW  MI  aidKia  XVHX  I3DS0I 

'MIHO  AW  X30)i03  'HOflVl  AW  X3fftI03 

'AVMV  3M0D  W.I  MOM  H39W3W3H 

'avs  ox  assa  I  SOMIHX  3HX  X30H03 

•"S3H  M3S0H0  SVH  QOA  MOM  MOM2  I 

'3H3M  3DM0  3M  3S01D  MOH  $33*01 

'DMOl  XHOIM  310HM  3HX  Q3.VBD   I  MOH  X3DH0I 

'OMOS  HflO  AVld  A.3HX  M3HM  X30H01 

'M3M  3M03W0S  3AVH  I  MOM  S3aW3W3H 

*M3M)l  3DM0  HOA  XVHX  3A01  3HX  X3DH0.3 

:3DVHHW3  WHVM  AW  'SSI2  AW  X30H03 

'30V3  AW  X30H03  '3WVM  AW  X30H03 

3W  X30H03 


IS 


anxa  a-RFft 


•9jta  b  aaq  a>pra  03  qSnoua 

Suojqs   sr&  a,xBaq  sfuBia  ou  asriBoag 

ajxx  Xxauox  puB  pBS  b  paA-px  aqs  ^ng 

Xbjl:*s  oq.  3jax  uaaq  aABq  oq** 

uam  30  aBq3   st   xBOTl  aqxaoABj  -^H 

Adxd 
30  qoaBas  xrt   axSunC  aqq.   s^x^S  aqs 

•paxiBs   aABq  oq.  aaAau  pamoop 
dxqs   b  a^lTx  qjax   a;tB  sqjtBaq  xtaqx 

paxyej  9AeH  TI^ 
puB  qjtBaq  aaq  aoj  paTxq  aABq  uaui  Aubh 

XXV  03  q^Bap  puB 
uoxssBd  jo  quatnoui  b  sSxrtaq  qj  JLOJ 

l\V&    B 

aAox  ^ou  ST  ^opTi^L  >[OBxq  aqq  3:0  aAox  aqj, 

•azojcj  iCXeuiI3un  -zaqe^  Suxjids   sb  £xP^aG 
aso;i  qaa/^s   b  jo  qBqq  wspp\  sb/4  XqriBaq  aajj 

s^ot^i  joj  sqaBaq 
uain  a^oaq  oq&  uaanft  axSunf  b  p9ATI  ^fl^m 
sspxqs   aqq  irt   jjo  jbj  axSimf  aqq  irr  u^oa 

aujA  b  uo  qqBBQ 


Man,  Lay  That  Line 
(or  Sugar  Hill  under  Glass) 


Man,  lay  that  line 

Give  her  the  blues 

Make  her  liver  quiver 

Make  her  squirm  in  her  shoes 

She's  asking  for  it 

Or  she'd  be  at  home 

This  ain't  her  turf 

Where  the  cannibals  roam. 

Talk  it  smooth 
Croon  it  cool 
Educate  this  mama 
In  Dr.  Jock's  school. 
Make  her  reconsider 
Her  little  "woman"  ways 
Make  her  learn  the  rules 
Before  she  plays. 

Fill  her  full  of  sin 

And  make  her  pay 

For  trying  to  turn  your  time 

Into  a  holiday. 

Give  it  your  best  mean  rip 

But  not  your  lowest  and  worst 

Or  she'll  be  a  woman  second 

And  a  mother  first. 

--Faleena  X 
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The  Seven  Days  of  Creation 


Monday  I  studied 
Tuesday  I  explored 
Wednesday  I  discovered 
Thursday  I  thought 
Friday  I  wrote  a  poeta 
Saturday  I  published  it 
Sunday  I  became  an  author 


--Jacqueline  Mukes 
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Four  Ways  of  Successful  Writing 


A  good  way  to  become  a  religious 
writer  is  to  become  a  preacher 

A  good  way  to  become  a  political 
writer  is  to  become  a  politican 

A  good  way  to  become  a  military  writer 
is  to  become  a  soldier 

A  good  way  to  become  a  medical 
writer  is  to  become  a  doctor 


--Jacqueline  Mukes 
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"Aphorisms" 


1 .   Think  not  of  good  writers  but  of  good  writings 


2 .  You  may  not  creat  i   words  but  with  words  you  may 
be  creative. 


3.  Don't  just  write  to  write  but  for  your  benefit  do 
it  right. 


4.  God  created  you;  so  use  your  brain  and  create  some 
thing  too. 

5.  Never  wait  at  the  end  but  wait  on  the  end. 


Jacqueline  Mukes 
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Editor's  Note 


The  moment  of  creation  is  pure  art.   It  is  the  result 
of  an  imagination  which  merges  memories  and  dreams  and 
frustrations  and  discoveries.  The  ideas  and  thoughts  are 
beyond  human  comprehension.  No  one  can  teach  you  to  write 
^.No  one  can  teach  you  to  create.   It  is  your  own  profound 
insight  that  fosters  creativity. 


— Jacqueline  Mukes 
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Black  Means 

Being  aware  that  mama  couldn't  read 

Learning  -more  about  my  black  creed  . 

Having  dreams  like  Dr»  Martin  Luther  king's 

Telling&ie  world  to  let  freedom  ring  : 

Digging  all  the  jive  trying  to  stay  alive' 

Finding  things  aren't  as  easy  as  eating  blueberry  pie 

Watching  the  old  black  fathers  and  mother  s  die 

Loving  and  learning  as  the  world  goes  by. 


— Leola  Crockam 
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On  Depart  inp,  from  Coahoma 


It's  not  easy  for  me  to  write  this*-not  only  because 
I  find  writing  so  difficult,  but  also  because  of  my  mixed 
emotions  concerning  the  subjectnOn  Departing  from  Coahoma.11 
A  part  of  me  is  overwhelmed  with  joy  in  knowing  that  this 
school  year  has  just  about  come  to  an  end,   and  I  will 
feel  mentally  free  in  knowing  that  I  have  no  more  deadlines 
to  meet  or  exams  to  study  for.  Yet,   a  larger  part  of  me 
feels  melancholy  or  gloomy  in  knowing  that  I'm  about  to 
leave  a  life  which  I  have  grown  to  love.   I  feel  a  great 
sadness  in  knowing  that  I  will  not  be  returning  as  a  stu- 
dent to  this  institution  which  has  become  very  much  a 
part  of  me,   of  my  very  existence. 


Here  is  where  I  met  my  first  beau. 

Here  is  where  I  broke  out  of  a  stifling, 

formidable,  emotional  shell  which  had 

inhibited  me  throughout  high  school. 
Here  is  where  I  learned  to  open  up,  let 

loose  and  live. 
Here   is  where  I  reinforced  the  importance 

of  accepting  responsibilities. 
Here  is  where  I  learned  to  enjoy  the  "small" 

pleasures  of  life,  which  are  really  the  most 

important  ones. 


I  have  spent  two  years  here  at  Coahome  Junior  College 
Within  these  two  years,   I  have  had  many  trials  and  tribu- 
lations;  each  has  served  to  make  me  wiser  and  stronger.  I 
have  also  had  many  moments  of  happiness  and  joy;  each  has 
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served  to  make  me  more  optimistic  and  amicable. 

While  attending  Coahoma,  I  learned  a  great  deal,  r 
only  in  academics,  but  also  about  life  in  general,  Soni€ 
where  between  August  1979  and  May  1981  I  matured. 

Within  10  days  I  will  end  my  status  as  a  student  t 
Coahoma  Junior  College.  No  longer  will  I  walk  the  eorric 
of  Whiteside  Hall  and  Delta  Hall,  nor  will  I  be  able  to 
joy  the  calm  relaxation  I  felt  while  sitting  and  chatti 
with  friends  in  the  Student  Union.   No  longer  will  I  feel 
the  anguish  in  desperately  trying  to  meet  deadlines,  nor 
the  sweet  happiness  in  knowing  that  all  my  hard  work  was 
not  in  vain.  No  longer  will  I  feel  the  thrills  of  cheer- 
leading  for  the  mighty  CJC  Tigers  and  the  excitement  in 
traveling  with  the  football  and  basketball  teams. 

I'm  going  to  miss  the  faculty,  staff,  and  admin: 
stration  x^ho  have  influenced  my  life  inside  and  outside 
the  classroom;  I  will  forever  be  grateful  for  the  kin* 
ness,  patience,  and  understanding  that  they  showed  me  an 
my  classmates.  I'm  also  going  to  miss  the  many  friends  I 
made  who  helped  to  m  ake  my  two  years  at  Coahoma.  most 

pleasurable. 
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In  addition  to  the  many  people  whom  I  will  miss,   there 
■;»  other  aspects  of  the  institution  itself  I  will  miss,   for 
nmple,   the  good  times  spent  in  the  Student  Union ---bowling, 
Eiing  in  the  snack  bar,   listening  to  good  "jam,  '   dancing 
r  the  Magnolia  room,  watching  free  flicks  in  the  Magnolia 
Am       and  just  "cooling-out"  with  friends  in  the  union  lobby. 
I  must  confess,  however,   that  the  thing  I  will  miss 
t  in  leaving  Coahoma  is  cheerleading.  My  two  years  as  a 
lerlead  for  the  CJC  Tigers  were  filled  with  fun.   I  felt 
:at  enthusiam  in  traveling  with  the  teams.   Although  our 
>tball  seasons  weren't  so  good,   I  felt  excited  hearing 
l   band  play  our  fight  songs  and  our  school  "Coahoma,  Coahoma 

really  going  to  miss  the  Marion  Reid  Gymnasium  where 
J:  our  home  basketball  games  were  played.   I  can  only  surmise 
i  reason  why  I  will  miss  cheerleading  at  Coahoma  so  much  is 
;  it  was  at  the  center  of  my  life.   It  was  what  held  me 
•pther.   For  some  weird  reason  or  another,   I  actually  felt 
b  energy  for  studying  after  getting  home  from  a  game.  Being 
.(^eerleader  is  one  of  the  main  experiences  from  which  I 
amed  td  relate  better  with  people.  As  a  cheerleader,   I 
1:  a  part  of  the  school;   I  felt  that  I  had  a  special 
ration. 

In  a  way  I  wish  I  had  an  additional  year  here  because 
^s    beginning  to  get  into  the  groove  of  how  much  fun 
stoma  is.    I1  11  always  cherish  those  sweet  and  sometimes 
t:er  moments  at  Coahoma.     But  more  than  thistI  will  be 
fcng  a  firm,   positive  attitude  toward  life  with  me.  For 

and  much  more  ,   I  am  indebted  to  Coahoma  Junior  College. 

--Wanda  Joyce  Lee 
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